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CHAPTER XVI.

As she looked about her, in the tan-
gled and shadowy forest, where the
night was already coming darkly, a
neéw terror arose within her, and she
sought to return by the way she had
come, but this wag only to find her
steps cut off by still denser masses of
forest growth. Even as she stood
hesitating, there came a faint ory, like
that of a ehild, and a rugh of hopeful-
ness thrilled her at the thought of
something human belng near ln the
gloom and opprossive stillness,

Then there (ell upon her a {reezing
terror, as she suddenly recalled the
slaves telllng recontly of a panthier's
volee having been heard at night, near
the settlement: and she rememlered
that they had lHkened it to the erying
of & child.

Trembling with
glancing about In
which way
sound eame faintly, It
ghe had heard before,
bearer counld ever forget; a short,
quick bark, followed by a prolonged
howl—the cry of the timber wolf,

Gathering her draperies closely, she
sprang forward angain, all eolor gone
from the dalnty little face, now ashen
with fear, agalnst which the bushes
and low branches beat unmerelfully,
Again and again the flendish ery rang
out, to he sueeeeded by another, and
then another, as If the first eall had
stmmoned a multitude of wolves to
the chage. Hut, for all her dainty fem-
ininity, she had s man's heart for
courage In the face of danger: and,
s she still kept on, with clenchod
hands and panting breath, n small
cnbin showed in a elearing before her,

A new strength came to her at sight
of this refuge, and she rushed toward
it, to find only an untenanted ruin,
with its door fallen from the hinges,

But she saw upon the floor a large
fron ring, which indieated the entrance

sha stood,
wondering
when another

friszht,
lerror,
to turn,

and one no

whs a sound |

The tonch and the words struck
sharply through her benumbed senses;
and with a ory of affright, she strug:
gled to free herselfl,

“What Is 1t?" asked
speaking firmly and quickly.
hart, chlld—are you Injured
way?"

‘Do not—do not!” the girl com-
manded, now uncovering her face, and
looking up at him with an angry Hght
sparkling In her eype. “How dare
you?"

Lafitte, now
“Are you
In any

Drawing back a step, Lafitte stared
at her n amazement, untll suddenly
recalling what Nato had teld him &
short time before, and realizing that
what he had then feared was indeed
true, he stood before her speechless,
a new agony growing in his pale face.

For a moment she met his eyes un-
flinehingly. Then,
turned from him with a shudder, as
she sald coldly, “1 wish to be taken
to the house, Captain 4

She stopped as If checked
thought of uttering his name,

“In a moment, mademolselle,"”
anawered with the eool courtesy
would have shown a stranger.
grandpere has been alarmed on your
account. He had sent for you to come
and bid me adien; and then, when
your absence was discovered, It was
quite late.”

S8he sald nothing, nor did he, for the
space of a full minute. Then, with
his face turned to the darkness out-

at the

he

glde, he resumed:
“If the day may ever come when
vou can think of me with less con

demnation, remember always what |
tell you now, 1 do not, nor can 1 ever,

blame youn. And, if | ean ever serve
you, you have but te comamnd me,
ulways and forever.”

Bome of the slaves, who had re
Jturned from the hunt, now sent up A
joyous shoul at sight of their *“NHV°
Ma'm’'selle” unhurt; and, rising, she

He stood before
gho

to a ceollar; and, selzing this,
pulled at It with all her strength.

A small sectlon of the floor lfted,
erenking on rusted hinges, and dash
W wildly through dust and cobwebs
thi® rose with it, she plunged into the
ghallow opening, earth-walled and
floored, the dust flling her vyes and
nostrils, and half-choking her, as sbe
punted sobbingly for breath.

A fow moments later she grew cold
with an agony of apprehension, when
ghe heard the nolse of her pursuers’
feet upon the fooring over her head,
and thelr snuffling at the cracks in the
cellur door, How long It lasted she
gearenly knew, cramped as she wos
in the darkiness, aching, throbbing-
half-swooning. with the drondful crea
tures howling and sonurling above her
head: how long It was before the bay
tng of heagles, falut at first, sounded
in her enre

Nearer and nenrer cnma the sound,
growing and clear; and then
she heard the shouting of volees,

Thig brought a new fear—for might
not these from those fully an
much to be feared nd were the wolves?
The lslanid, as she knew, was several
miles long: and she hod always known
that it held others besldes her grand:
father's houschold

She lHstened tremblingly, a new
dread encompassing her as the volees
of the beagles now broke out close to
the cabin, Then there was a rushing
gound, followed by an uproar indlent
Ing a fierce stroggle At length the
ecombat geemed (o sUrge through the
eablin door, and 4 volee whieh she ree
ognlzed an that of black Zebo, one of
her grandinthor's most trusted slaves,

strong

enme

ghouted, *Dar goes de last  debbil
makin’ for de wonds!  Shoot him, boys
—ghoot eb'ry hide yer can see!™

Roselle enllod to him, but her volee
sounded fuint and unnatural to her
own ears. Then the door was Hited,
and the blinding light of @ woreh
flashed tn her faoed

“Pake mo oul: take me home!" ghe
erfod, rulsing her avms appentingly
while shie sohbed ke p torrified child

A man's voles, one she was too b
wildered to recognize, answerad hor
“Little Roso—my precious little Teland
Rose!"

A husky, shaking volee murmured
these words agalnst hor ear, where

ghe felt the prossure of warm lips
“Ah, thank God, T have thee
again!"

unfe

her, speechiess.

[«mil-i ‘:’D. them as they gathered

nroun il
Two of
tion, made

tem, under Lafitte’s diree-
a seat of thelr interlocked
hands, and, bearing her between them,
wet out for the house, with flaring
torches lighting the way.

L] - . . . -

The proclamntion of Gov, Clalborne
resulted In Inducing Count de Caze-
nean to return to his New Orleans
home earlier than usual; and Lofitte’s
hinse in the elty was closed, while a
trusted negro overseer wns left in
charge of the blacksmith shop, with
ordery to say that his master had gone
away upon matters of business.

It was to Grande Terre that Plerre
hnd gone, fecling that n thne was near

at hand for the Joining of lssues be
tween hils confreres and the governs
ment, and wishing, as always, to share

the fortunes of his foster bhrother,

On the western of Grande
Terre, with severnl miles of forest
Iving between It and De Cazeneau's
honee, was the so-culled “fort'” of the
Harntariaps, standing upon a grassy
eminencoe dotted with magnificent live
onks, and terminating at a blufl not
many feet above the sea,

It consisted of a falrslzed bollding
and several smaller ones, all of wood,
enclosed within a stockade; and a
few canpon profected the fleet—now
conglating of two brigatines, somae
smwall sehooners and sloops, and o
lnrge number of smaller eraft—an-
chored in the harbor nt the reéar of thoe
Islnnd,

share

Outslde the stockade were many
huts, constructed of logs, and with
thiatehed wfofs. where were always
domielled a small army of Lafitte’s
retniners, while he—when at Grande |
Teorre—and n fow of hia sub-loaders
had their quarters Inside

Shell Island, already mentloned, up
aone of the almost Inaccessihle bayous,
wis his most frequent abode, wheroe |
1 kept about him only a few devoted
followers; and here, amid Impene
trahle  forost wig oenadueted the

hullding of vessels

War betwoen the Unlied Bigtes and
Grent Britnln had boen waging for a
voar or more; bnt it had not yet
threatened Loulsinna, nor had any

preparations been made at New Or
leans to resist an attack from the
enemy,

But, in the summer of 1813, ocourred
] boreible muesaore ot Fort Mims

dropping her own,

he
“Your

In the Missisgippl valley, ocruplml by
gome two hundred and seventy per-
wons, many of them women and chilk
dren, of whom all but seventeon were
put to death by the Creekys, one of the

tribes which the English had wen
over for allles,
Gov, Clslborne had forcecen this

threatensd pertl, but was powerless to
avert it, for hia forces were few and
seattered, whils the Indians seemed in
numerable, and moved with wonderful
activity, But the governor did all in
his power to restore confidence; and

not long afterward Gen. Jackson ut
terly « ‘“oyed the Crecks at Talla
degn.

"My may be tolllng me wrong-
fuliy, 1 Joean safd, as the two sat

tnlking in their abode at Grande Terre
—a cabin outside, but luxurious with-
In, “but 1T have a feeling that if 1 now
go to the emperor 1 may find the op
portunity for serving him; and that
this may prove to him the love that
hae never died.”

“Perhaps,” answered Plerre, hesl
tatingly. “But what iz It that makes
you think you may be of servieo to the
emperor and Francee?"”

“To say truth, 1 have no ldea that
I definite; but 1 feel an irresistible in-
elination to go, and see if the oppor-
tunity ofters."”

“If yon should
there—then what ?"

“Why." replied Jean, “then you ean
wind up our matters here, and come
over to join me, Why not?”

“Why not, Indeed? That I8 nesured-
Iy what Iwould do, If—" and Pierre
hegltated for an Instant—"1 conld.”

“And what can prevent?”

“In such a case.” Plerre replied de-
liherately, “there wonld be a valuable
earge to come with me, and watehful
enemies here to blind. Then possibly,
or most probably, by summer or fall,
with the English vessels patrolling the
waterg around us, the safe getting
away might not be so easy a matter.”

“Summer and full are not now,” was
the oracnlar declaration; “and by the
time they come, it may be that the
Eng!ish will have been made to aiane
home agaln, as once before.”

“1 don’t feel at all sure as to that,”
Pierre commentod; as he rose to cover
the embers upon the hearth, Then,
turning to Jean, he continued, as
though there had beeén no Interrup-
tion, “1 tell thee, Ind, that Louisiana
has alwavs possessed o great atirac-
tion for Great Britain.”

“Grant 1t,” eald Jean, rizsing and
etretehing himself. “Then all the more
reason why, In case they suecceed In
obtaluing it, that we should wish to
live somewhere el

“Ah, but | am not saying that they
will rule here!” exclalmed Plerre, with
a showing of anger at thought of the
poesibility suggested by Jean's words.
“God forbid!"”

“Amen to that,” sald Jean, laughing
at the quick change In his foster
brother's manner and look; and they
soon parted for the night,

It was & bright morning in May that
the “Black Petrel,” with Jean Lafltte
and a pleked erew, and bearing o car-
ga of rich merchandise, salled from
Barntarin; and Plerre, his heart filled
with loneliness and misglvings, sat on
the blnfl, walching her salls untll they
melted away on the horizon

(To be continued, )

ABOUT THE AGE OF A CROW.

find service over

A Tag Would Indicate That One Lived
More Than Twenty Years,

A farmer living near Orrville, Ohlo,
says 4 correspondent of the Toronto
Globe, has just recelved a much prized
little aluminum plate marked as fol
lows: “Return to George MeCarren,
Orrville, 0, with which an Interest:
lng story s connected,

George MeCarren, Sr, father of the
man who recelved the lttle billet of
aluminum, wag an eccentriec noturalist
and spent much time in the study of
bivds and Insects, During MceCarren's
youth, about twenty yeurs ago, he
“nys he remembers belng told by his
father, the elier MeCarren, of a dis

[ pute the latter had with a fellow nat-
| urnlist at

Akron, Ohlo, as to the age
to be attalned by a common crow, and
finnlly, to settle the matter, McCarren
attached an aluminom tag to the crow
captured In the flelds and sent the bird
forth with the plate securely fastened
to its neck by wires, The legend on
the plate requedted the finder to re
turn It to MeCarren In case anything
ghould happen to the bird.

As MeCarren, Jr., remembers it, the
two men made a bet as to whether the
plate would be returned within twen
ty vears. If the crow were Kkilled or
died they eounted on the Hitle billet
being found and returned te the adl:
dress on the plate, If this were not
returned they belleved it would he suf
ficlent evidenee that the bird wonld
Toe still alive, MeCarron bet that the

plate wonld not be returned within
that time; hence he won the bet, The
erow was kiled by a farmer boy
named Angers in Holmes county last
woek, and the billet returned to the
somn of the better, the elder MeCarren

having died hefore he eould realize the

nrocecds and the satlefaction of win
ping his wager. The e bivwL 45
highly prized by the MeCurrons ns a

memento of the father's eccontrieity,

Egg of Captive Hatliesnpis,

One of a hoxtul of four rattlesnakes
gont to Frod Kempel from California
three or days ago lald an ege,
which in to bhe almost without
precedent gnakes In captivity
er hreed

Tho egs 18
than a hin's egp
tler ean Im pluinly
glde of the opague

fonr
mald
nn neys
only a little smaller
and the small rat
soen curled up In-

embrane, It Is

oxpocted to hateh within a day or two.
Fow naturallets have sver hesn ahle
to locate the egea of the rattlesnake
owing to the fact that the snake 18
Iv\l'-w‘-]ilif'\' torpld at the time, and
seoks the hottom of 8 hale, so as
not to he nroy for the birds, which
| attack Ir.—=Milwanul Sentinel

The Grand Army of the Republie,
Day by day thelr ranks are thinning, one
by one they olsappear
And at sach succseding roll enll,
voleos ansewoer: “Hoere!"

fower

Sull their regiments are marching
march with nolseless tromd,
no bugles sound “assembly’
bivouse of the dead

many

And in the

Hats nre reverently
Iving here;
Lt them to the Nvitng HerooE-
Al with clhoer on ¢hsor,

Hited to the heroes

hail them

Not for long will they be with us} seon
ench reximont will be

Tented hore beneath the Hlossoms of the
lund It helped 1o free,

But to-day the drums are muMed and the
flag ot hindf-mast witves,

Koeeping green dend heroes' memories at
the grass ahove thelr grives

BUl another weary wintor shrouded In the
anow they lny.

Now we hring them crowns and gariands
of the lovellest Booms of May.

Lat them rest In honored slumber, while
thelr prilse, from shore (o shore,
Elghty millions thronts are swelling—we

are free foreverimorse!
—=Elsle Florence Fay, In Success Maga-
sine,

THE NEW MEMORIAL DAY,

With blossom-laden Fands, to-day the na-
tion stinds,
Healde the graves of those who died for
Iberty,
The story Is long told, our hearts can no
more hold
The bitterness of sirife,
AONY.

the tears, the

Tot the momory of these men shall perish
only whan

T™he manhood of the land, the love of

freedom, divs
And 16! bealde thelr sod new fold s turned;
for
Now maryirs called for freedom, “mid

women's tears and cries

thelr blood for

By theso just newly dead
Cubmm shed

And these who e nt peace,

they

In the land
died to free;

Let all men know we keep thelr vighl while
they sleep
On guard, for aye,
destiny.

Theso have not lald thelr
lives down In valn,
Hor sons agaln hisve pledged our land to
Hbarrty
0O hearts that grieve
far awny,
Who bore our country's fag and died to
el mon free,

of this great nation's

T omrn brave

to-day for soldlers

Like those who

Look up and wigh no more
disd before,
The nation Keeps thelr memories and the
peaple true,
For Chickamauga still echoes on through
Ban Junn I
To one nution and one
red, white and blue

To the Nation's Dead.
Long have they laln ‘neath the grass and
maoel,
Those poble sons thit In battle trod
No mora the sound of the bugle onll
Shall quicken thelr steps to duty s call,
They only walt for the trumpet sound,
When the great snd good shall st last be
crowned,
And the battle and strife of yestorday
Shall be lost alike to the Blue ond Gray.

Yn liearis are

people ‘neath the

Yo who march on this day In May,

To scattor gourlands of flow'rets gay

Over the mounds of sofl green sward,

Where saloep the brave in baltle gored;

Know thiat to those ye owe your land,

Ho scatter the Luds with willing hand,

With thoughts of love while lips do pray

For the poace and rest of the Blue and
Gray.

And let the fug on each grave rost,

Of him whose struggle made (U blest
Thone Btars and Bwripes let proudly wave
Above ench moldler honored griavae

For these are they who held them high,
Caring not that they should die

So let the Unlon fecl we
Thoughts of love tor the Hlue nnd Gray.

diny

Sleeping, Not Dead.

Yo sllent men, who lo your ¢couniry gave
The last full measury of devotion-—-iife—

Ye fell anleep while the tumultuous
nirife
Around yeu swaelled in fury, Hie Lhie wave

Which bLreaks upon the rovke
e grave
To«day, around ¥

whilch prove

O il the alr is rife

With walling cries from bugle and from
e
The volee of that dedar land you dicd Lo
AV,

Nay, yo have nover disd—ye live to-diy

In evory soul which joys that it s free;
In that falr gag with which the broezes |
Pplay,
With every fashing star undimmed, an-
lomt,
In all our bearts, wlich c¢lay ke yours
shinll be
Before our land forgets what freedoem
it

-=Ninette M. Lowater, in N, Y, Sun,

The Fallen,

Hark! s buggleo winds shrill
er the L Gl Ulaw Lilie
AL Wilioss s tyglan walurs putpour;
Tis our comrades, boyvond sight,
Signal buck through Lhe night
To tiive fvw wWho ar I- ILun Liis shore,
Old Vharon oars 1r
Qur brpave s thirough the soa,
As thay, prompt to the Lugl
How bils Bowl rovks abd 1
With the welghit of thelr so
Whe are lnked with afogton's strong
Lond
To the blue and the gray
Gives hio sach might of wag,
And i chaplet of glory us weall,
Blnce nolly they fTought

Eaih ns honor had taught,
ARd uobly, us herovs, they fell

Come, tread

With solemn step and slow to where
they rest,

The honored and the blest,

The Nation's valiant dead,

Let hymn and prayer

Sound through the perfumed air

Ag little children springtide blcsasoms
boar:

Vielets, lilies and the lilac bloom,

Daisles from grassy leas

And waxen white anemones
To deck the humble mound or stately
tomb.

Some slabs are old and gray,
Crumbling with Time's decay,

day.

And of that meager band

Of comrades left, decrepit. bent and
old,

| Who stand

Apart, thelr white locks bared,

Hew many will be spared

To stand when that To-morrow's tale

in tnid?

Scon on their ears the last great Mus-
ter-call

wWill fall

And they will pass to Join the mighty |
hast

At the Eternal Post.

One!

Two, three—Run! RUNI

Hey! send that in!

Dut! Out on first, the everlasting
chumpl

Our side will have to hump

To win,

Now watch Tim Murphy swat

| The hall across the lo..

A fiyd

Say, he can't miss it—Ye

| missed my guess.

Oh, Glary! Why

In thunder did he let that catch go by,

Confound his hide!

Ry, Mick, You'll make
you sucker, SLIDEI

What's that he said?

it. 8Slide,

| NHO HAS ARMY ENVELOPES?

Few of Thete Reminders of the Civil
War Are to Be Found
To-Day,

It would be interesting o know Just

¢a many varletles of lllnstrated sol

| lers' envelopes were printed In the

urse of the four-year war It s
ald there were several thousands of
them Every loyal state wuas proli@e

I { local ps well ns general s vatlive
pps tor pictorial and typographical
souslon, and the opportunity wWas
i1 lmproved by manufacturers of
nd dealers In stationery, Unlike the
ar songs of Root and other «<oln
thlg “Union envelope” fad had

i ephemeral existence,

In Grand Army halle and at Graad
Army amplires, and the stage cnact
nont of ¢ivil war  dramas nlmost
everything else Is seen In the line of
reminders of the days of "G1-5—mus

te. swords, belts, knapsacks, havar
acks, cuntecns, tin Hipper e [
| L but the nrmy envelope s
not lop evidence And vel, even al this
late day, there s, It Is safe to opine,
many & carcfully treasured speciiacn
of the oblong, iHustrated and Inseribhed
lnslosure of the soldier boy's letter
from the seene of suffering, of strife
and earna e, which, !f it could apeak,
nlght Wil & story of sentimental and
thrilling lnterest—one of the tens of

thousands of unwritten romances of
an heroie nge that bas no peer in the
anoale of th

| A steady crunch of

And some, aye many, are of yester-

| egqunied,

| girdie

Out?
Well, that's about
The rcttenest! Someone beat in his

head.
Kilt him!

dead?
Say, whzt's the score?

Ain't that the limit, on the

. Well, we can cinch 'em with a couple

more.

Whoops, yelis

| And groan and cheers admiring,

Perspiring

And scariet bleachers
Rapping,

Tooting,

Rooting and hooting;

brittle peanut
shells,

| A gurgling of the botties
| Inclined to thirsty throtties,

A strewing, hot of flowers

From leafy bowers,

But of discarded crusts and scraps of
meat.

Sweet

Odors of cheap cigars and clgarettes,

That's what one gets.

That's just one way

We have of spending DECORATION
DAY.

Well, such (s life,

And memory of death and fame;

A chiseled name

Upon a slab of perishable stone,

To ons age with it recollections rife

And to the next, a name, and that
alonme.

And then a man must toll

And play,

And playtimes are too rare to let him
spoil

A springtide holiday.
. L] L] L] L]

So here, with solemn ceremonies tread

The mourners of the dead,

And here, with frenzied shouts, the
fans acclaim

THE GAME.

KENNETT HARRIS,

Old men In carrlages, trundling along no
wlow;

old men n.marching
of long ago,

ol Mags Turled straltly,
sword and shell
All thut H the

tah histories

Ola, with the splrit

O, dreaming of

In et M war,

tell

suve the
the

Young men marching bre
khakl brown,
Huoroe o

tkiy. nll In thelp

Hantlngo or far Manlla town.

Wounded, they never weikened. They
ruffered and yet they sang
And over the land long sabackled the
hymune of Fresdom rang!
0O, white heads bhowed 1 feebls! O,
brown boewds high a proud,
Wa loy ¥l priy God bless youl
we wlha n the crowd
And we thank the merciful Father that,
l our Wistory through
He has glven u ueh b memory wod
wiach & hope as you!
Youth's Compunion
In Memory and in Hope.
Forty-two yours ago the appalling
thmpaign of the Wilderness, with all

its magnificent devotion on both sides,
wWiis but twodthirds over, its guns slows
Iy wheeling southward day by dap,
npposed with a brillianey and darlog
the annals of war have rarely seen
while around the heart of the
onfederacy Sherman was drawlog a
of fdre,

Now, on May 30, all over the land,
south as well as north, wherever the

|grave of a natlonal soldier who fougit

in the great war is known, his old

camp and fleld of fa- |comrades und his descendants will lay

mous milltary campnigns in the old an offering of the flowers which are

or thi new world.

the perpotunl rebirth feurth's beauty.




